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Scarecrow 
Zach McMasters
Bring me a cloud for this bucket of tears;
I’m as dry as the skin of a scarecrow.
The fruits of labor write my story,
talking numbers in static harmony.
I eat it quickly in my sleep, savoring
the scent of warm newspaper, delicate
like holy scripture. I can even smell it
like a newborn baby. It touches deeper
than any full moon, and sounds like murder
outside my bedroom window. I’m awake
and dreaming quite heavily now. The smoke
rises, expands, bringing an understanding
to the burning laughter in my lungs.
42
